CHAPTER  XIV
THE GREEK SCULPTURE AT ROME
MY life in Home has always been a very happy
one, but during that turbulent period of revolu-
tionary agitation we could not pursue our labours;
therefore, those long months of tumult were the
most disagreeable period of my stay at Rome.
When the Pope came back, and Rome returned
to its original state of quietude, we resumed our
delightful labours with renewed pleasure. I read
my books in tranquillity, and I modelled with fresh
pleasure and with revived hopes of producing
better works than I had hitherto done. I renewed
my visits to the Vatican, there refreshing my
spirits in that Pantheon, surrounded by the Gods of
Hellas, her demi-gods and heroes. It is not to criti-
cise that I go there, but to seek instruction in my
art, which the Greeks carried to perfection. Those
few masterpieces which have come down to us,
though I have dwelled upon them thousands of
times, still at every new visit are contemplated by
me with fresh wonder and admiration, such is the